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"THE BUGS OF BUGLY.

a—

BY JOSHUA F. CROWELL.

{in Filve Partas. Part 1IL)
Bug and Benny Bug were news-
Their mother was a widow bug, and
poor, =0 they helped her by gelling the
Bugly Bl-Weekly Biggle.” Each copy of
this paper was printed on an aspen leaf,
which yuivered and shook.
was an old bng who wanted a ° Biggle.”’

Rilly

havs

here .
'.l\u‘.-l al the price bhe did haggle and higgle;
But after his tongoe woukl waggle and wiggle

For quite » bit = 1ot

He woull take his “Bugly Bl-Weekly Bigzle

Amd pay Tor it.

Rennie Bug and Billy Bug were not the
only Bugly newsboys. Binty Bug was one,
and Buntie, too: and so was also little Boo.
[hev all had trouble with the aspen leaf
papera, but Billy's pile was so much larger
that when they quivered and shivered and
shook they made him quiver and shiver
and shake

. asprus woitld shake and Billy wonld gquake, .
wspens would quiver and Billy would shiver;

. in his nnik
« for hix talk
could utter

Was In n stutier.

“1 d-d-on't see,” said Billy, “why they
don't p-p-p-rint these pit-pa-per-per-pers np
ma-ma-ma-ple-ple leaves, so they won L
shake-ake S0-so-s0." But Mr. Bgister Bug.,
the printer, would only use aspen leaves, he-
cause they were cheapest, and Billy contin-
ued Lo shake and quake and quiver and
shiver, until he thought of a plan.

“It's the wind in the leaves that makes
them shake.” he sald to himself. “It's the
same kind of wind that roars in the chim-
nev. 1’1l put the papers in the fireplace, and
perhaps the little winds wi'l go out of them
to play with the little winds in the chim-
ney. "

He tried it the very next day, and ne
sooner Jdid he place the quivering pile in
the emnty firepliaice than all the winds went
right up the chimuey and played the game
of litt'e roars with the breeges that were
aiready there,

After that all the papers were so nice and
atlll it was real pleasure to carry them
about. Rilly never shook any more and
never even stuttered another stut. Then he
sliowed Bennle how to get the wind out of
s papers, He showed Binty Bug and Bun-
tia, too, and also little Bob.

Billy was a kind boy and willing to help
others e might have patented “The Get-
ting-\Wind-Out-of-Papers Scheme,” organ-
ized a company, and sold the stock, and the
wind a so, and become the wealthlest bug In

Bug!y  HBut he wanted the other bugs to
h#ave a chance to buggle, so he helped them
all he could, and they were all happy to-
““5 er

All the blg bugs thought Bllly was “‘the
right k'nd.” and patted him on the back as
they ate the morting papers. Mrs. Azubah
Bug patted him twice, perhaps because she

had a large appetite for news and always
bought and ate two papers!

When Bily Bug went home and told his
mother how many loving pats he had re-
c*lved she gave him some more, put him to
bed and sald:

“Now, Billy, vom must go to mleep.

And sleep the whole long night
And all the good yon've done, i keep
Aund pat it In a Ntrle 'hrli)',

And when you waken with the light

Yon'll fingd the world grown fair and bright:
For the Hitle heap of good will grow,

Al spread to left and right.”’

PART 1IV.

The moon was down, the sun was up.
It was a warm summer morn. Little
breezes were having games among the
tree tops, the distant ocean was turning
in the bed of the sea. and giving forth
some =lvepy roars.

Billy Bug and Bennie Bug had been
selling “Biggles™ Bennle had just one
left, and he stopped to eat—I mean read
it

“Hurry up'!’ said Billy.

But Bennie wouldn't
down, nor any way.

ie read and read,
His face got red,
He scratcbed hils head—

And still bhe read.

At last he said: "“The clreus is coming;
Hug-ums and Beetleys! Four Paws and
Six legs, Seven-Ring Circus!! Stupendous
rud Tremendous Grusshopper Hippodrome

hurry nor

up.

and Consolidated Coliseum Combined!!!

“Elght Ethereal Aerial  Equestrien
Acts!'' Ten Tawny, Tumultuous Tum-
biers'!'" Also, a Concentrated Conglomer-
ation of W-o-n-d-e-r-s!'™

I want to g0, said Billy Bug.

“I wish I could,” said Bennie.

They Knew their mother was too poor to
Eive them any money, so they declided to
work and earn all they could. They went
to Mrs Azubah Bug, who was the grand-
est Ludy bug in Bugly, and bhad plenty of
real hug money

LB wee Fug opened the door and es-
cortes)l them oer the polished floor, Mrs.
Azubalh Bug received Lthiem graclously.
She snid

I give to you wviach the price of a ticket,

It. a 1 yvou wili not miss a wicket.*

! gleefully began the game. They

no mallets, and for balls each little
lied himself up into a ball-bug
rolled and rolled bhere and there

__: r mmny a wicket 1o hitg the stake,

ey played the game with greatest care,

Put alas’ they made o Hitle mistake,

Mrs Azubah was so sorry they failed at
ermpuet that she agreed to pay them the
Eime o Saw some wood.,

ey had no =saws exveept their teeth

» their jaws they sawed that wond:

Thes =aned and jawed and jawed and sawed,
‘Ll poor Uitle beads they stood.

in alr!

o riare

n clreus te see them do It

worked on amd never knew it

we wosnd

Was =awed:. "twas pood ;
T gt thelr pay.
Amd went awar,

It seemed a long time Lo wait "till Cir-

*Huggle means to earn a bug living.

cus Day. and Billy was afraid they would
lose their money. seo they hid it in the
ground, when no one was around, and
PBenny wrote the directions for finding It
Again:

Out from the church,

A good large larch,

Turn to the right.

‘Tl cot of sight:

There, under t I3

Of the film-flam tree,

You'll he sure to find

The buried mon-ce,

He wrole a copy of these directions for
himself, and one for Billy also, on tiny
little aspen leaves, which they placed for
safe keeping close to their little bug
hearts. And when they felt the fluttering
of the aspens on their breasts they smiled
at each other, knowing their little secret
was all right.

(To be continued next Saturday.)

BABY4ELISE.

Baby
lar fairy-story

Elise came to mamma in the regu-
way, when Dolly and Mab
were about three vears old. She was really
found in a basket at the front deor, late
one night. when HBridget was locking up
the house. Such a dear little mite of a
thing, all pink and white, with hair like
spun gold and exes as blue as the sky—so
different from Dolly and Mab, who looked

twin nonies, with their brown locks and
Lright black eyves. Of course. when they
heard the news next morning. there was
greal  excitement, and the twins were
nearly wild with joy. Mamma herself took
the bahy straight tn her heart, rejoicing

when the weeks and months passed and no
one claimed fr.

Meantime, Baby Elise grew prettier and
prettier, and she celebrated her firet birth-
day in greatr style: she had a party and
a cake with one candle on top, and she
looked on with great good humor, though
Dolly and Mab ate up everything, for she
could only take milk. And right in the
venter of the tuble, in honor of the occa-
sion, was the very basket which Bridget
had brought into the library on that cold
night a vear ago, but now it looked dif-
ferent, for mamma had gilded it and tied
a big blue bow on the handle; she had
filled it. too, with white rosebuds—"For
my white rosebud nestled there once,”
she often said.

“And how did we come?”’ asked Dolly
and Mab in tones distinctly grieved., for
they admired the basket immensely.

“On'! a March wind blew you down and
I caught you before you fell,” answered
mamma With a laugh.

But this explanation did not satisfy the
twina.

“We must have come
said Dolly to Mab.

“‘Course!” said Mab to Dolly. and their
souls were troubled.

Every year this question came up for
discussion and every Year mamma had
the same answer ready for them, and
every year, too, Baby Elise had her cake
with extru candles, and the gilded basket,
and the biue how, and the white rosebuds.

As the twins neared their eighth birth-
day they felt that something must be
done. They loved their little sisler very
dearly and weére never tired of hearing
her story—but they wanted to have a
story. too, and felt that thelrs was hidden
around somewhere. They sald nothing te
mamm:, but they resolved to  hunt
through the house.

Upstairs and downstairs they peeped in
every nook and corner, but in vain—they
could find nothing. At last one day they
ventured into the cellar and before they
had gone very far they stumbled over
something which proved to be two small

in something,”

peach buskets; one stuck fast to the
other.

“OL!” eried Dolly, pulling them apart,
“here they are—our baskets! [ knew

we'd find ‘'em somewhere.”

The twins lugged them upstairs and hid
them away In the nursery closet, but they
looked very dirty and ugly. There was a
painter at work downstairs in the par-
lor. Dwolly and Mab consulted him, and
the result was that he carried the baskets
off one evening when no one was about

and brought them back a week later
spick and span in their glossy white
paint. The twins were jubllant; they

made marvelous bows of pink and green
—their favorite colors—and tied them on,
and then they waited. The eighth birth-
day came around; they had a party—with
a big cake and eight double candles on
the top, and there at the head and foot
of the table stood the baskets, filled with
flowers—bought with the alternoon pen-
nies they had saved up.

Mamma needed no explanation—she
laughed as they put the case before her,
but she looked grave a moment later.

“No."” she sald, gently but firmly, “those
never held my babiles, though they are
very pretty and I will keep them.”

“But how?" they questioned, still un-
satisfied.

“GGod had his own way,” said mamma,
and something like awe stole into the
solemn little faces.

Frog Long Imprisoned in Tree.
From the London Mall.

While an old horse chestnut stump was
being cut down at Lathbury, a live frog
was discovered between the bark and the
timber, about fifteen Iinches from the
ground. The bark was thick and had
grown completely around it, and, writes &
correspondent, ‘there was not the slightest
hole through which the frog could have
crept in recent years.

The tree has shown no signs of life for at
least five years past, and on the lowest com-
putation the bark must have had two years'
growth, The frog must therefore have been
cut off in its prison from light and food for
at least seven years. It was yellow and
small, but in excellent health, and when

placed on the grass hopped off.

MARCH WINDS.

March has always seemed to me a very
unmannerly fellow, even if he does some-
times come in or ge out ‘like a lamb.”
What I don't like about him is that he s
uncertain. You're never sure for more than
a few minutes whether he Is going to be a
lion or a lamb. A very good motto for
March is: “Look out for squalls.’”” Amnother
good one Is: “Look in for sgualls and don't
let them get out.”

One of the squalliest children I ever knew
was a little girl who could be as sunny as
the sun. But let anything displease her
and, oh, dear! what March winds of pas-
slon swept through that pfump little body!
Fortunately she was considerate enough to
wait until she could run into her room and
cloge the door: then the air would be torn
with shrieks and kicks for about two min-
utes. Then silence. Then Miss April would
appear, smiling and sunshiny, with never
a trace of blustering winds or rain; and
every one would rejoice till the next squall
arrived, If any one had said to the little
girl, “Ethel, 1 see a squall coming: look out
for it!” “the squall wonld probably have
come all the quicker, unless Ethel had saild

VIRATVHER |
BEPORY.

I may be cold-
It may be hol- . |
Ir may be %ine.-'l

And T may adl.

to herself: *“I'll head it off, because the
sooner | can control myself the sooner I
will get over being a bahy.”

Now, Ethel or Harry, when you feel a
March storm ceming, brace yourself to re-
sist It, Dare It to come, and instead of
breaking down under It, langh in its face.
Say to yourself: “I am no longer a haby—I
will not ery—I will not lese mry temper. I
will laugh if any one teases me!"’
sThis may be hard at first, but when you
have 6nce resisted the temptation to be a
baby you have gained strength, and the
next time it will be easier.

The strongest man and the bravest man
is he who controls himself; no one can con-
trol others till he masters himself. And
the best way to meet disappolntment and
trouble is with a smlile, which means
strength.

Two very little boys living in an Towa
ity once proved to their frienda which of
them had the stronger character. The lit-
tle fellows were fond of running away from
hoeme; and after being caught brought back
n&puuished many times. Their mother
8

“Do you see that little calf tied to that
tree?”’

*‘Yea," said the boya.

“Well,” sald their mother, “you have dis-
cheyed so often that I am forced to find a
new punishment to make you mind. If ever
you go alone outside of our gate again I
shall tie each of you to a tree like that lit-
tle calf. where every one who passes by can
look over the Tence and see you.”

The lttle boy= said they would be good,
but children's memories are so small and
their forgetories so large that these two
snon ran away again. They were caught,
brought back, and each tied securely to a
tree on the lawn with a piece of clothes
line—for all the neighbors to see. Of course
it was a dreadful disgrace and they both
felt it. -

The older boy cried and kicked and hoxl2d
until he made himself almost sick, and at-
tracted even more attention from passersby.
Tha little fellow, hardly four years old,
gulped down his sohs, and dropping on his
hands and knees, copied the little calf by
eating grass, and frolicking on all fours.

Which of these little boys do you think
ghowed more manliness and strength and
character?

SURPRISING BROTHER.

BY MAY BELL.
Brother told me yesterday
That I was too emall to play:
Couldn't reach the lowest shelf;
Couldn’t even dress mymelfl. o
Now I'm up before It's light;

DAVY’S VISIT TO FAIRYLAND.

BY W. C. RINGWALT.

Davy had soft golden hair and a cream
white complexion. He wore a satin coat
of a deep yellow hue, and waistcoat and
trousers of a lighter shade. And he lived
in a shining gilt house to match, for Davy
was a canary bird.

Now, although Davy had not traveled—
in fact, had never been away from home
in his life—he knew that there was a
fairyland. On warm days, after his dear
little mistress, Dorothy, had climbed up
on & chalr on the porch and carefully
hung his cage on a big, strong hook, won-
derful weird bird notes would come to
him from the trees. Time and again he
almost fell over backward peering up at
them te discover who wae singing to him,
but as he could not see anything except
leaves, ke finally made up his mind that
they were the veices of fairies, and, wak-
ing and sleeping, a consuming desire to
visit fairyland took possession of his little
soul.

But Davy knew that small birds could
not always have what they wished, so, in-
stead of being cross and fretful because
his longing was not at once fulfilled, he
cheerfully made the best of being kept
in his home, and good-naturedly twittered
and practiced his singing all day long.

Then- one morning a marvelous thing
happened. After Dorethy had given him
breakfast and gone away from the porch,

Davy found his front door wide open! Too
excited to chirp, he Auttered down from
his perch, and the n-e:} moment stole out
to search for the fairies.

At first the great waves of alr almost
beat him back, for he was only accustomed
to the little ripples that flowed into his
cage between the wires, put, like all ex-
plorers, Davy was brave, and soon was
courageously breasting the air-breakers
as they bore him away from the porch.

He had to pause for breath, though, and
he allghted upon a rosebush. He had
never been on so fascinating a perch, for
it swayed in the breeze, vet was very dif-
ferent from his clumsy swing. Then he
made a new discovery. Just beyond him,
on the same branch of the bush, was the
most gorgeous thing Imaginable. - It
semed to be made of rolls and rolls of rich
crimson velvet. Davy cautiously slid to-
ward ft. A delicate fragrance filled his
nostrils. His head bent low, then timidly
drew back. At last, summoning all his
courage, he put his fare down into the
cerimson mystery. It was soft and sweet,
and with its caressing touch came a rev- [
elation to Davy, for, as he smelt his first
rose, he knew that he had reached falry-
land.

The longed-for fairies must be wvery
near! Timidly Davy called to thenr—one,
two, three chirps. For several moments
he breathlessly waited, then a mysterious
knocking attracted his attention, and as he
turned his head in the direction from
which the =ound came Davy beheld a
fairy at last! =
The fairy was a most exquisite being! It
was almost twice the size of Davy, and
wore the most beautiful clothes—an artistic
combination of black, white and soft gray,
with a jaunty red cap on its bewitch?
head. But what amazed Davy most of a
was the feat that It was accomplishing
with the utmost ease. It was actually
walking up the stralght trunk of a tree, -
and, al the same time, knocking and knock-
ing with its Bil1! It all delighted Ddvy so
much that he chirped a little giggle out loud,
and instantly another falry hurried toward
him on the ground. This fairy was even
more beautiful than the first, for it wore
g0 briillant a blue costume that Davy's
eves ached with envy, and he could hardly
helteve his ears, when this heavenly crea-
ture Invited him to come down and play on
the green.

Davy, accustomed te the smooth. hard
floor of his cage, was like a city child who
had trodden only on paved streets, and he
found walking on the lawn toc amusing
for words, for the grass came up to his
shoulders, and sometimes, a mischievous
blade tickled his cheek. The fairy smiled
at Davy's glee, am the two merrily played
together. Davy was too awed to talk much,
but the blue fairy told him wonderful things
about fairy life in the great out-of-doors.

When the fresh air and exercise had
made Davy very hungry, the blue fTalry
pointed out some enchanted food. This
looked 1lke bird seed, only darker, and had
funny springs in It, so that it hopped every {
time Davy tried to grasp It, adding the ex-
citement of the chase to the joy of eating.
The blue falry called the enchanted food
‘“bugs,” and they slipped down Davy's
throat like raw oysters—but highly wsea-
soned, for they made Davy's throat ex-
tremely thirsty. 8o the kind blue falry led
him away to get a drink of water. And
they flew and they flew until they came
into the very heart of fairyland.

Here all the trees had low branches, and
the ground was carpeted with moss. And
in the midst ran a tiny creek with its
waters playing an accompaniment to the
songs of the fairies hovering mear. There
were more falries than Davy's wildly-beat-
ing heart could number—small fairies in
speckled cloth  tailor-made suits; large
fairles in black satin gowns with long
trains; fairies in brown velvet coats and
red wailstcoats. But to Davy's admiring
gaze the dearest of all was the pet of the
fairies, little Midget, wlith its brilliant
green plush dress, its quick, cunning ways,
and its wonderful humming music!

Davy was 30 Rbsorbed In the novelly
and beauty of everything that he did not
notice that the fire in the sun had gradual-
1y died out, and that the blue sky was
filed up with little cold gray ashes of
clouds. But suddenly he felt something
wet splash in his face. He thought that
the creek was rogulshly throwing water at
him, and he tried to laugh the matter off
in a chirp, as he hopped farther away from
the stream. Then came splash, splash on
his neck, his back, his tall. He could no
longer make a joke out of so serious a
thing. He turned to ask the explanation of
the fairies. They were all gone. At last,
the awful truth dawned upon Davy. It was
raining., and he was lost!

Terrified, he fluttered from tree to tree,
his feet slipplng on the wet leaves. He
thiought of Dorothy's kind way of talking
to him whenever he had been frightened or
nervous, The rain came down faster. He
shivered with the cold. He remembered
all the comforts of his dear little home,
and how untll now he had looked upon them
as a matter of course. The great drops of
rain pelted him so hard that they made
bhis head ache. He had nméver had to think
before—soine one had always watched over
him. He grew dizey and staggered as he
tried te walk along the rail of a fence.
Hew silly he had been to allow even fairiea
to tempt him to run away! A blackness
came over his eyes; there was a catch in
his throat, a pain In his heart. He knew
that death must be near. Then, suddenly
he felt something soft and warm under
him, over him, around him, and he was
lifted up slowly, gently, tenderly. He gave
a chirp of thanksgiving. The soft, warm
thing enveloped hlm, parted an instant
above hia head, and, In a bewildering joy,
he looked up into Dorothy's kind face,

“Davy!"” she cried, with a sob, “I've
found you at last! To think that you might
F‘“ ln:t ;mm' l.l;e because I was s0 care-

ess a8 to leave the cage door open—o
poor, darling little bird!" o
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A CAKIBOU’S FOOD.

BY ELLEN VELVIN, F. Z, 8.

Winter is always a time of trial for the
caribou. In its native placre, which covers
a large area, being found in Labrador and
northern Canada, south_of Nova Scetia,
New Brunswick and Newfoundland; the
north of the state of Maine #nd lower
Canada, an@ the north of Quebec to Lake
Superior, it invariably has a hard time
owing to the northerm latitude. It Is, in
fact, the most northerly of all heofed ani-
mals, and is well adapted for its life and
the arctic climate in which it MHves.

A caribou is a peculiar-looking creaturs
in many ways. With a well-formed body,
thick, strong legs terminating in curious
large hoofs, which are fattened and ex-
panded in such a manner that where, for
instance, the moose would sink and floun-
der helplessly, the caribou can walk eas-
ily over snow and Ice, leaving all pur-
suers far behind, and with a thick, closely
grown coat of fine woolly halr, through
which grews a coarse hair which throws
off rain, he Is fitted to go through any-

hing.

And he can go through aaything, pro-
vided he can find enough moss or lichen
to keep him allve. In his own home he
rarely starves, in spite of the snow which
often covers the moss. He has a way
of nosing up the snow and getting at his
food, although in many cases this is difi-
cult and many times almoat Impossible.
In any case the caribou has a hard time
of it in the winter, and when he is taken
captive and provided with food which costs
seventy-five cents a hundred pounds—cari-
beu moss from Maine—he is very fortunate,
if he were only able to realize It.

But this winter, owing to the deep snow
in Maine and other reasons, no moss was
forthcoming. In vain exorbitant prices
were offered If only a small quantity
could be procured and sent to the park.
None could be obtained, and meanwhlle
the poor caribou was desperately hungry.
(lover hay and all sorts of dainties were
offered him in all sorts of gulises, but
hungry and famished as he was, he would
have none of them, and when the animal
began to show his bones through his skin
and grow weak and ill, constderable anx-
ie];y was felt as To keeping him alive at
all,

Finally, after a consultation among those
in authority, it was determined, as it ap-
peared probable he would dle in any case,
to turn him out in the park and see
whether by any chance he could find any-
thing to his liking. Very little hope was
entertalned that he would, but there was
Just & chance. " When first let out he ap-
peared weak anl unsteady ahd uncertaln
what to do, but affer a fle, with feeble
steps, he betook Hhimself across that part
of the park which had been inclosed for

him and wandered in and out among the

trees.

Having once started his migration, he
continued It In much the same manner as
he would have done in his own land, ex-
cept that he was alone. In patient per-
severance he wandered on, followed In the
rear by one of the authorities of the
park, and after much weary tramping,
for he was woefully weak, he bent his
head, sniffed at a common-looking weed
which grew about a foot from the ground,
and instantly, with a ravenous appetite,
ate every tiny plece of it.

It turned out that there were many
bunches of this weed throughout the park,
g0 that when he had eaten up one part
another was marked off for him, and in
about a couple of weeks’ time the caribou
was himeelf agaln and seemingly perfectly
tontented and happy.

And then the snow came and hid from
gight his only means of subsistence, and
the poor animal began to get thin and
miserable agaln. Although able to find his
Malne moss In the snow, for some reason
or other he dones mot seem to be able to
find his weed and is now wandering about
seeking in vaimr for some food. The last
i heard of him he had just dropped his
antlers and had been put into a corral, and,
to the great delight of his attendants, had
actually eaten some bread which had been
carefully cut up Into small cubes and pre-
sented to him in a pail. But whether
bread alone will keep him sallve is a prob-
lem which can only be selved by time or
the weather. It would be a sad pity to
loee him, for he is a fine anlmal, standing
forty-elght Inches at the shoulders, and
when in good cendition welghing about 280
pounds,

THROUGH TO CHINA.

‘Oh, mamma'!” cried little seven-year-old
excitedly, “gness what I did a while ago?”

*1 don't know; what is it )

“Why, 1 dug and dug out thers Iin the
ground, way through to China.”

“What are you telling me such a story
for?” his mother asked, severely.

“Well, 1 did, honest; see?’ and he held
a broken piece of an old plate up for In-
spection.

Wildcat Children’s Pet.

From the Los Angeles Thues.

How would you like to have a real live
wildcat for a pet? This is what little Elsie
Stearns, six months old, and Helen Stearns,
aged nine, daughters of Mr. and Mrs. W.
H. Btearns of Pasadena, regard as their
dearest treasure.

They would rather play with this big
California wildcat than with their smaller
domestic cats, and he Is just as good na-
tured as any of the rest, too.

Bengal, 18 his name, and he looks the
part, for his marking is very similar to a
Bengal tiger's. He is a beautiful animal,
three and a half feet long,and very heavy.

He is now three years old and power-
ful, yet as gentle as any ordinary cat. He
is devoted to the children. He will lick
the baby's hand and face and let her play
with him just as roughly as she wishes,
with never a growl or sound, and he is
also fond of little Miss Helen. He likes
women and children generally, but does not
care for men. Mr. Stearns says the reason
for this is that he has been pbliged to take
Mr. Bengal during the summer and shake
him up in a bag of insect powder to rid him
of fleas. Bengal regards this as a decided
insult to his dignity and thinks all men
must be responsible for it. He usually
growls at them.

Silver Tips on Pocket EKnives,
From the Mllwankee Sentinel.

“You wouldn't think that the little Ger-
man silver tips on pocket knlves are cast
but such is the case™ said
Clayton Davis. “Just why they cannot
be cut from one large sheet of metal T do
not know, but every one of these tiny
pleces of metal is poured separately,
thousands of little molds being required
for the purpose in a large establishment.
Scrap German silver i{s melted down and
a little aluminum added, the effect of
which is to release the oxides in the silver
and make it run more easily. The molds
are poured °‘standing up,’ and when the
metal hardens the casting is pared off to
give it the rounded shape In which it is
used.

“The American boy of the present day
is not the whittler his Yankee ancestors
are said to have been, but there is plenty
of sale for pocket knives, those of good
quality being bought extensively. The
English and Germans are ahead of us in
making tool steel and the result is that
‘Made In Germany' is seen on the blades
of knives that are made in Connecticut
and elsewhere.”

OL’ MISTO MAWCH.

O1' Misto Mawch, oh, he blow his trump
An' win' wolves rome a howlin';

Den de way he sen's dem on de jump
Is 'nough to keep dem growlin'.

*De kentry's [itterell fum top to toe—
I's got a task befo' me;
, #ho, am all got to go,
So clar de way befo' ye.”

De lgtrnl Hsten- an' shake he tail:
Jugd I hide my sto' well u

Dem wolves whut keep souch a bowl and wall
Will snatch away my plundeh.”

80 he stow 1t down de hollow tree
{De squirrel's mouty cunnin’);

N s

wolves come a Tunnin',

BY LOUISE JAMES

“An ¥yezx must niver forgit to ravmlmber
that It was Saint Pathrick that was th’
brave man, an’ wid his own shilaly drove
all the varmints out iv th' ould counthry.
He was no more afrald of a shnake than—
than Paddy here is of his own shadder.”

Mre. Finnigan laid a wet hand on the
head of her fourth son as she spake. BShe
was again giving the kitchen floor a scrub-
bing, which was a terrfble event In the
Fianigan Wousehold, far it was done very

to dread scrubbing day as
measles—and It 4ldn't come much oftener!

rick's day, Mrs. Finnigan had a “cl'anin’
fit,” and so It was that a mournful row of
chfidren was seated on the kitchen table,

with all sizes of feet and shoes in all
stages of wear disconsolately hanging over
the

kick each other, for their mother was never
good natured when she was ‘“‘clane” and
each offender was liable to have his ears
boxed with soapsudsy hands. Terence,
the oldest boy, came first. He wore a pair
of his mother’s shoes, or rather a pair that
had been given to his mother. Terence
was thirteen and almost as tall as his
mother, but when serub day came he was as
meek as Paddy, the nine-year-old. Mickey
was eleven and a half, and Gerald ten.
After Paddy, who was a proud boy that
day at bearing the great Saint Patrick's
name, came Norah and Molly and the
baby.

Mrs. Finnigan pulled her pall of dirty
soapsuds over under the end of the table,
where she could find it If she wanted it
again, carefully dried her hands on her blue-
and-white checked apron, and looked about
her at the slowly drying floor with great
satisfaction.

“Don't yex put a fut on th’ lure till vez see
a dhry spot as big as th’ cook stove,” she
cautioned her brood, as she disappeared In-
to the sleeping room to put on her best
dress and her green veil that had served on
several Sailat Pairick’s days, to go out to
see the parade that was to take place that
day imstead of the ]7th, Bunday.

Seven pairs of eyes watched the door
close, and then looked for the biggest dry
spot on the floor.

“It's th’ one In front of th' stove,” sald
Mickey.

“It aln't,” said Terence.
der, an' I saw it first.”

“Mine's bigger.,” still asserted Mickey,
whereat Mickey's foot in one of his
mother's shoes kicked Mickey's shins so
violently that before he quite knew what he
was doing he was kicking back just as
hard. In turning, s elbow dug in Gerald's
ribs, ‘whereat Gerald promptly boxed hls
EArs.

Now Paddy didn't care a bit aboul the size
of the dry spot, and he wasn't fond of fight-
ing unless It was absolutely necessary, so
he just let the three bigger boys alone—
though Gerald boxed his ears, too, just for
exercise—and thought of Saint Patrick fight-
ing all the snakes In the old country.

Terence and Mickey and Gerald, fighting
together, forgot their mother's injunetion
about the size of the dry spot, and rolled
to the floor in a heap.

It wasn't the fault of the rickety kitchen
table, no, Indeed—It wasn't any one's fault;
but as soon as the three big boys rolled off
there was nothing to balance the four chil-
dren on the other end, so the table calmly
lifted up two of its legs, and the four coast-
ed off with more speed than grace.

The poor baby, who was three, went
splash Into the pail of scrub water. Norah
and Molly bowled qulckly over her head,
and Paddy turned two somersaults and
landed near the window.

Molly and Norah picked themselves up
quickly and paddled out of the room toward
the stairs following the three older- hoys,
who, seeing the damage done, thought it
safer to be out of the way when their
mother appeared.

Sure, I didn't do it,” sald Paddy to him-
self, as he picked up his little body from
the slippery floor and turned to rescue the
howling baby. Just then Mrs. Finnigan
came rushing in,

“Th' saints de'iver us!” she exclaimed.
“What's thls ve've been doin’, Patrick
O'Flannigan Finnigan? I'11 teach yez bet-
ther than to be wastin' th' water in this
way an’ frightenin’ th' baby into high-
strikes!" And she seized poor Paddy and
cuffed his ears soundly.

“Don’'t let me see Yez ag'in th' day, ve
little imp!" she cried, and cuffing and
spanking him agaln, shoved him out on the
stairs and closed the door.

“Wish t' I'd run away, too,” sald Paddy
mournfully, nursing his ears. His mother's
hands were neither small nor soft. "Sure
I'd like to find Bt. Patrlck an' ask him
whether 'twould be braver to stay than to
run away.”

Paddy’'s heart was full of rebellion. He
had thought he was brave to stay when all
the others had fled, and all the reward he
got was a severe shaking and whipping. He
would run away, and his mother would not
be bothered. Bhe was always sayi seven
were too many children, anywdy. He
would ge find 8t. Patrick,

Pulling his ragged cap down low to hide
the traces of tears, Paddy ran down the
stairs and up the street, never heeding
where he was going, but just running away.

On and on he went till the toes coming
through his old- shoes were tired and sore
and he had to sit on the curbstone frequent-
iy to rest. People were paseing in crowds,
children and thelr big brothérs and sisters,
their parents and friends, all bound for the
big building near where Paddy sat. Tuey
were all laughing and hurrying, but Paddy
didn't care. He hadn't a friend in the
world, and the tears would come, though
he tried hard to keep them in.

“What's the matter?' asked a volce be-
hind him, and Paddy, turning, saw a beau-
tiful little girl, dressed Iin furs and velvet
and lace. Then, without waiting for an
answer, she turned to the gentleman who
held her hand.

“Please, Uncle Jack, take him In, won't

“It's by the win-

But teday, being the day before Saint Pat- |

vou? 1 know that's why he looks so

sorrowful. Please, please I'ill pay for
the ticket with my birthday meney.™
U'nale Jack laughed “Very well, Puss,™

he sald; then turning to Paddy: *‘Come on,
voungster, this vgung lady is going to take
you Inside and says she will pay your way.
Do you want to come?”

Paddy nodded his head He didn't dare
gpeak because hig mouth was full of sobs,
He didn’t know where he was (o be taken,
but anvwhere was better than the cold
curbstone, Perhaps it was church—and St
Pairick would be there!

Imagipe his surprise when he found he
wag at the circus' His eves almost popped
out of hizs head with amasement, for,
though he had heard of the circus before
he had never even dreamed of seeing it

Oh, the wonderful horses and riders and
clowns and elephants and gebras! How his
brothers and sisters would enjoy it; and
ves, hiz mother, too, he wished they could
all be there. Bul most wenderful all
was the snake charmer, who wound fleree
boa constrictors about his neck, and han-
died all the terrible-looking snakes as 1T
they were so much shoestring

Paddy gazed with bulging eves at the
ring where the snake charmer was. He
didn’'t even see the trapeze performers or
the wonderful bleyvele rider. Who but Saint
Patrick conld handle snakes 1'ke that? Now
was hie chance.

Standing on to “Uncle

his seal next

seldoan. The Ilittle Finnigans had learned Jack,” Paddy put boith hands to his mouth
they dld the : to make a speaking trumpet.

*“Saint Patrick! Saint Patrick! Saint Pat-
rick!' he called joyfully. “I've been look-
ing for you!"

His volee, clear and loud, was heard all
over the building, and every eye was fturn-
ed on the ragged little boy. Then, seeing
that he was callilng to the snake charmer
other children took up the ery, until **Sainl
Patrick” everybody was shouting, and the
snake charmer was bowing and smiling Lo

edge.
Thelr only amusement was to silently | right and left

AT THE CIRCUS.

When the noise had quleted down a lit-
tle and Paddy had sunk in a frightened
little heap In his chalr, watching the clowns
carry out the box of snakes to make room
for something else, a big boy with brass
buttons on his coat came up and touched
his arm.

“Saint Patrick wants to see you,” he sald,
smiling.

“Go on, my little man,” sald the little
girl's uncle in answer to Paddy’'s look, so
Paddy went behind the scenes with the
brass-buttoned boy. |

The snake charmer was a kindly, gray-
haired man, with a bright smille for Puddy.

“And why did you think 1 was St. Pat-
rick”" he asked.

“Because you were 80 bhrave with the
snakes,” said Paddy, admiringly, and then
he told him about the kitchen floor and the
baby and how he was punished.

Before five minutes had passed Paddy and
“Saint Patrick”™ were the best of friends;
and when, an hour later, Paddy was pat
on a car to go home, he carried nine tick-
ets for the very next performance, one for
each of the children, ona for his mother
and one for his father, if he happened te
come home in time.

And that ls how Paddy learncd to be
brave and forgiving.

An Inventor's Legacy.
From Le Figaro.
The poor of Parle have just received &
singular legacy. An inventor, M. Delaurier,

has left to them In his will his patent for
aerial navigation without balloons, entitied
“Chaudiere Universelle Motrice.™

WORD SQUARE.
fight giver. 2. Space. 8. To repair. &
of paper.

1. A
Packets
DIAMOND.,

1. A consonant in “Jasper.” 2 Chance. B A
boy's name. 4. A wsubstance obtained from ploe

trees. 5. A consonant in “‘Jusper.’

RHYMING ENIGMA,
My first s in blue, not i resd
; second’'s In cor, not In Liead;
third Is in tent, not In bouse;
fourth is In cat, pot in mwoose;
: fitth Is u eat, not In drink;
gixth is In hear, not fn think;
weventh’s in cup, not In plate;
¢ elghth is in nut, not In date;
ninuth is In El:nrl, not In ring;
whole is a flower that blooms In the spring.

HIDDEN POETS.

1. The teacher is so ¢ross that no one knows bhow
Elsie munuges to please bher. 2. The South Eyrie
is the haunt of the flerce eagles. 3. Lucy will
read the chapter to her mmmt,

CHARADE.

My first is formal, my secomd is a fower and my

whole is a flower beloved by the poets.

CONUNDPRUM,
Ever enting, ever rioving,
Never finding fell repast;
All devourlng, all 1lm-tm_rln?.
Till 1t ents the world at last.

RHYMING ENIGMA.

Orange.

HIDDEN POETS.
2. Soutbey. 3. Read.

NUMERICAL ENTGMA.
Mediterranean. .

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

1. Howe.

HISTORICAL MONOGRAMS,
Louls XV and Louts XVI.

HISTORIGAL MONOGRAMS)
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